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In gracing, where none 5s due, she 's free.

The favours she shall cast on us,                            25

(Lest we should grow presumptuous)

Shall not with too much love be shown,

Nor yet the common way still done;

But ev'ry smile and little glance

Shall look half lent,, and half by chance:                30

The ribbon, fan, or muff that she

Would should be kept by thee or me,

Should not be giv'n before too many,

But neither thrown to 's, when there 's any;

So that herself should doubtful be                         35

Whether 'twere fortune flung % or she.

She shall not like the thing we do

Sometimes, and yet shall like it too;

Nor any notice take at all

Of what, we gone, she would extol.                        40

Love she shall feed, but fear to nourish;

For where fear is, love cannot flourish;

Yet live it must, nay must and shall,

While Desdemona is at all:

But when she 's gone, then love shall die,              45

And in her grave buried lie.

FAREWELL TO LOVE

WELL-SEADOW'D landskip, fare ye well:
How I have lov'd you none can tell,
At least, so well

As he that now hates more

Than e'er he lov'd before.                                     5

But, my dear nothings, take your leave:
No longer must you me deceive,
Since I perceive

All the deceit, and know

Whence the mistake did grow.                            10

As he whose quicker eye doth trace
A false star shot to a mark'd place,
Does run apace,

And thinking it to catch,

A jelly up does snatch:                                       15